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He climbs. Climbs. Silent. The world still. Looks far from the battlement; not 

even smoke anywhere to be seen. Everyone is asleep. He adjusts his baldric, 

fiddles with the string of his bow. Come here. Come here. We’re ready. 

 

Slowly, 

in the east, the sun rises. 

Paints the battlement with her gold. 

Penetrates through the arrow slits into 

his eyes. Blinds him, makes him blink.  

The fields steam about the city 

Somewhere a cow 

moos. 

 

He squints and watches how it rises. A golden sphere from behind the edge of 

the world. Where does it sleep? Does it have softer pillows than him? Does it 

have someone to sleep with? He ambles along the wall. The city below is 

stirring. Frail curls of smoke rise from the chimneys, and the roosters start their 

crowing competition. The trolleys clank. He goes around to the other side of 

the castle, where the night lingers. 

 

The 

mountains 

tower over the  

horizon there. The sun 

kisses their snow-capped heads. 

The night flees into the gorges and dents. 

To the armpits of the rocks. The mountains, their 

guardians. From there, no one can surprise them! He 

goes on with his turn contentment plastered on his face. 

 

In the north opens the endless wilderness. He has been there once. They 

hunted a wolf that had snatched a child from the edge of the city. They 

found neither. They barely found the way back home. Weald, nothing but 

weald and ravens. A place where even the strongest of men becomes 

delusional.   



He walks a full circle and stops to lean on the battlement at the southern edge. 

Here the wall is lower, the arrow slits sparser. In the south, there are friends. A 

cousin of the ruler holds those lands. They’re like brothers, those two. A broad, 

cobbled road leads there, rimmed by handsome, verdant trees, groves, and 

flower gardens. There is the perfumer already, a tiny spot in the meadow. The 

early morning is the best time for gathering flowers. Their scent is most intense 

then. There goes the wine-grower scrutinizing their grapes, and the apple grove 

is stirring too.  

      He has a few hours off the next day. He’ll see his mother then. She lives on 

the edge of the city alone in her small, poor cottage. He shares his small salary 

with her as he has no wife to support. Who’d have him… He’s not comely. Not 

saliently ugly, either. He’s not tall, if not among the shortest. Not one of the 

most robust, yet not one of the weak. He is average and has average thoughts. 

Average dreams.  

 

A 

small house 

of his own somewhere. 

At the fringes of the city, close 

to his mother’s cottage. A wife. She wouldn’t 

have to be a beauty. He’d be content 

with an average. As many kids as the 

God would see fit to bless them with. 

A tiny patch of field, maybe, to grow 

food for the family. A horse would be  

a dream come, true but with his salary 

they’d need to be happy with a mule. 

A few hens, perhaps a piglet, a cow... 

 

This he dreams while walking along the castle wall, making sure that the peace 

and goodwill rule in the capital. They’re only two on the battlement. Two is 

more than enough as anything out of the ordinary rarely occurs. Sometimes a 

fire kindles somewhere, but that’s not the business of the castle guard. 

Sometimes someone gets stabbed, but that’s none of their business either. He 

has a short conversation with his fellow guard and stops to watch the city again. 

The town is now wide awake, like a beehive, seething and buzzing. The sun has 

climbed high in the sky. She warms up the red roofs of the houses. The smell 

of hundreds and hundreds of morning stews reaches him there, on the 



battlement, and he realizes that he’s hungry as a wolf. He’s still got a couple of 

hours left till the changing of shifts.  

 

The fresh guards climb on top of the wall, and the morning guard reports. 

Everything’s fine in the fiefdom. Down the ladder. Down the stairs. To the 

guards’ common hall where a plump maid is just carrying a pot of porridge to 

the table. He takes a bowl, tears a chunk of bread, and bites into an apple before 

taking a seat. He sits together with a few friends. Bawdy jests to the girls who 

frown and give haphazard slaps on the hands that grope their rears. Such is 

forbidden, but as there are no officers around… 

      He watches one of the girls, the round one, behind his bowl. Blue eyes, a 

wheat-colored braid twined about her head. Her bosom doesn’t quite fit within 

her dress. The gash between her breasts is as inviting as a cool brook on a 

sweltering day. He rips a piece of bread with his teeth. He has heard that 

someone else has his eyes on that girl. He knows the man, but they aren’t 

friends. A handsome, haughty boy from much richer a home than him. What 

does he want with that girl? He could get some trader’s daughter if he bothered 

to ask.  

 


